26	MAIDEN CASTLE
of course you don't know where that is. But anyone will tell
you, and I know you'll like Thuella. You'd better say you want
to go to Mr. Wye's. You'll have no difficulty! Yes, I'll remember
yours quite easily. But come soon; come any of these days.
Some of us will be sure to be in. Thuella will be thrilled to
meet you."
A sly and almost malicious expression crossed No-man's
face. "Well! I expect you're in a hurry to get home, Mrs. Quirm,
and I mustn't keep you." With this he turned again to the
Constabulary hedge. A letter, or some piece of paper out of his
pocket, had slipped down between the evergreen leaves.
"Let me get it out," said Nancy Quirm, stepping forward.
Her gloved hand proved more efficacious than his bare one;
but No-inan felt irritated rather than grateful.
As they moved on together he kept glancing, not altogether
sympathetically, at her profile. "She's one of those maternal
women," he said to himself, "whose sympathy for me is a kind
of	"  But he checked himself in the middle of this thought.
Something within him, far deeper than his spleen, responded
to the character of this stranger, and he had the wit to recognize
it. "She isn't good-looking," he thought. "She's very pale, and
her face is very lined, and I hate to see them with spectacles.
But I like her and I think she likes me."
Once more she began referring to Thuella, as they walked
on, and how nice it would be for Mr. No-man to meet her;
but he heard all this as one who heard it not. His nerves, however,
were growing much calmer as he walked by Mrs. Quirm's side.
He liked her face, as he kept glancing at it, more and more.
And yet she had no dominant feature. Her nose, her mouth,
her brow, were none of them what might be called "distin-
guished." Nor was it exactly a strong face. It was pale and her
eyes under her spectacles looked blurred and dim though they
were of a soft and friendly grey. Her face had lines of tragic
suffering, but No-man came to the conclusion that what suffering
it showed—and he could not forget how it had looked when she
spoke of her son—had been, and was, under the control of an
extraordinarily gallant spirit. Her mouth and chin were not
in the least masterftd. They were morbidly sensitive, he thought.
But her whole countenance possessed a poise, a dignity, a curious
kind of grace, that he found very charming.
Once or twice indeed—as for instance while she had teased

